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BOYS! BE THE FIRST ONE IN YOUR 
NEIGHBORHOOD TO OWN A "KRAK-A-JAP" 

What a thrill you will get when you actually ^ 
own and use the new Commando Krak-A- 
Jap Machine Gun, The gang will be green with envy 
if you. are the first one in your neighborhood to get 
a Krak-A-Jap Commando Machine Gun and the 
FREE 5-Power Telescope, 

You needn't send a single penny Have Dad or Mother 
fill out and mail the '"no risk" coupon. When your 
Krak-A-Jap and Free. Telescope arrive, just pay the 
postman $1,98 plus a 'few pennies postage and c.o.d. 
charges If the Krak-A-Jap isn't more fun than a 
"barrel of monkeys." just return it within 10 days 
and we will refund your money in full Don'l forget, 
if you RUSH your order at once, we send you the 
big 5-Power Telescope absolutely FREE 



Hurry fel/as! Rush This Coupo" 



How would you like to play "WAR" with your very 
Krak-A-Jap Machine Gun? So completely does 
it resemble the real machine gun used by our Com- 
mandos, that you will get a thrill when you get it 
in your hands. You will be positively ama/.ed when 
you hear its loud machine gun noise that can be 
heard for hundreds of feet. 

f The Krak-A-Jap is made of wood and non-critical 
material and it's built to stand up and take plenty 
of hard knocks. It measures over 27 inches from 
ihe handle to the tip of the gun and it is painted in true army camouflage 
colors throughout. It's loads of fun — makes a noise like a real battle is 
going on — but it's absolutely SAFE and HARMLESS. Rush your order 
today while our limited supply lasts. 
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To Gel Your COMMANDO 
Machine Gun and FREE Telesco 



5 Ihe 5-Power Telescope described above 











H Please ship Ihe 
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Krak-A-Jap Machine Gun and Free Telescope 
SI HH plus postage and c.o.d. charges. 
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What happens whin 

HASTIC MA ft/ AND 

WOOTY FINOTHEMS£I.VM 
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SO Blasting AGAIN WITH THE HUMAN BOMB 
IN NEXT MONTH'S ISSUE O* POLICE COMICS/ 
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ATTMfi FiRST NATION alsank, 
THE SPIRIT, SEARCHING FOR 
E6QNY COMES UPON A CLUE 
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| LATE THAT NISHTINTHE BANK. 
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WHILE EBONY IS GONE, THE CROOKS 

RETURN WITH SMILEY AND NIFTY. . . 


THE iBfO K , THEN VOU'RE^^I 
KID'S jm GONNA OPEN IT J^^^S 
GONE/ j^L YOURSELF. . / IT 
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rue new rype p^hte.i? plans 

TAKE'S TO TUB A//P W/TH 
APPA/tSHT &/CCESS . . . 
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'T'HE full Puerto Rican moon 
looked down on a ghastly 
sight Muldoon's body, bloated 
and discolored from the intense 
heat iloated in the marsh In- 
sects had eaten his eyes out 
There was not a distinguish- 
able mark of violence on his 
body He had always been some- 
thing of a bully so nobody was 
particularly concerned over his 
death Not even the authorities 
Muldoon. they reasoned, had 
either fallen into the marsh 
while intoxicated 01 committed 
suicide They held more to the 
first theory 

But when nine Negro labor- 
ers were found dead in a cane 
field on the Hjackett plantation 
a few 'days later there was a 
buzz of excitement Who had 
killed them, and what was the 
motive' 

Their bodies bore no marks. 
They were huddled together, 
obviously having died in the 
act of picking up a huge bundle 
of sugar canes It was the har- 
vest time 

Twice more in the same week 
death struck groups of people 
in the great San Juan Valley 
First the entire crew of a nar- 
row-gauge cane railroad died 
suddenly The engineer still 
clung to the control lever A 
brakeman sprawled on a flat 
car A dozen or more colored 
laborers riding the empty tram 
back from the coastal shipping 
point had died in various at- 
titudes The train, with death 
aboard had run through an open 
switch and stopped partly off 
the track 

That death had come instant- 
ly was perfectly obvious But 
what form ol death could it 
have been 9 A plague? 

"Ridiculous.' said Police Chief 
Manuel Rios "No supernatural 
agency had a hand there Such 
things are only for stupid people 
to argue about Ah. no We have 
here a baffling series of crimes 
and I mean to run the thing 
down!" 

The several detectives cluster- 
ed about their chief's desk made 
various comments They had 
been working diligently on the 



case, and finding exactly nothing 
in the way of clues. 

"You hombres have got to dig 
up something!" the chief told 
them. "This can't go on — " 
Chief Rios paused to answer the 
phone His face turned red. then 
paled as he listened to the rapid 
Spanish coming in over the 
receiver 

"Caramba!" he cried as he 
slammed the instrument into . 
its cradle "What do you make 
ol this? Rojas reports that 
seventy-four laborers were found 
duad in a cane field belonging 
to the Britisher Jordan-Smith. 
Seventy-four' Think of it. men!" 
Gasps of astonishment broke 
from the detectives lips 

"But how 'J How? what can 
these crimes be for 9 " 

The following day nineteen 
women and children perished 
picking sugar cane The tragedy 
occurred on a large plantation 
a few miles from the one owned 
by Jordan-Smith 

It was too much for the na- 
tives' superstitious minds They 
went berserk running through 
the streets screaming that devils 
possessed them Riots broke out 
Every plantation worker refused 
to go back into the fields , It 
had been in the cane fields 
where v death occurred every 
time 

The planters were in a dither 
It was in the middle of the 
harvest They could not pick 
their precious crops without 
labor Sugar was badly needed 
for the war effort 

Threats, offers of higher wages, 
did not entice one of the na- 
tives from their shacks Nothing 
could induce them to go back 
and face the certain death that 
lingered in the canes 

Voodoo cropped out Drums 
began beating far up in the 
mountains, and fantastic pagan 
rites were held in hidden places 
Several murders were, committed 
by crazed natives 

The local police were frantic. 
Not one clue had they found 
The newspapers were lashing 
out at them And the militai-y 
had already taken things in 
command All suspicious charac- 
ters were rounded up. No one 
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could advance a sound theory. 
Into this baffling situation 
came Dick Mace, a young Amer- 
ican detective of considerable 
fame. 

"I'll admit," he told Police 
Chief Rios, "that the whole 
thing looks bad At the moment 
I have nothing to offer. I can 
only try to uncover the motive 
and. of course, run down the 
culprit back of the thing," 

"Buena, Senor Mace!" cried 
Rios "Muy buena! And you will 
begin at once?" 
•Right now" 

The evening following Dick 
Mace's , arrival in Puerto Rico. 
a sudden tropical squall hit with 
blinding force The rain came 
down in deluge and the light- 
ning was an almost steady blaze 
of blue Such thunder as Dick 
had never heard blasted his ear- 
drums It had been raining 
every two or three days for 
s.everal weeks The "tail end of 
the rainy season 

Early the next morning Dick 
was awakened in his hotel *by 
the phone ringing He answered 
drowsily But sleep quickly fied 
when he grasped what Police 
Chief Rios was trying to tell 
him 

'Get over here immediately, 
Senor Mace!" cried the chief. 
"A terrible thing has happened 
No I shall tell you when you 
arrive." 

'Be there pronto!" 
Officer Rios told an amazing 
story, generously interspersed 
with Spanish 

"Three hundred, Senor! Three 
hundred Puerto Ricans caught 
worshiping their heathen voo- 
doo gods up there in that 
canon And all of a sudden — 
puoff They're dead Every last 
one of them They're killed by 
—what?" 
Dick shook his head. 
"But we cannot sit by and let 
this terrible thing go on!" cried 
the police chief. "Who knows 
how many more — " 

"Nobody, of course!" inter- 
rupted Dick He resented Rios* 
hasty manner. Then he remem- 
bered that the older man was 
•a Latin. "I mean, don't get ex- 
cited. 1 told you that I'd begin 



immediately on this case. . . . 
Now I think I'll run up to that 
canon." 

The chief arose. "Buena." he 
said. "I'll go with you." 

The canon of death was some 
eight miles from the city. They 
drove it in the chief's car to a 
point a mile from the canon, 
then got out and walked. 

It was a wild, rocky ravine 
where the sunshine hardly ever 
entered. Craggy trees grew on ' 
the sides and poisonous looking 
bushes stood everywhere. But the 
contours of the canon didn't ar- 
rest Dick Mace's attention. There 
were bodies everywhere, lying in 
every attitude of death — or 
rather, where death had struck 
them. A small child was tied 
across a stone dais v evidently a 
victim of a pagan sacrifice to 
the voodoo gods. An old priest, 
still holding the knife which 
was to have been plunged into 
the child's breast, lay on his 
back at the base of the stone 
altar. His eyes were wide open, 
with a look of terror In them. 
Everywhere there were dead 
pepple, many of them lying in 



But there wasn't a clue as to 
what had caused the tragedy. 
The rain of the previous nignt 
had dried under the intense 
heat of the sun. Already decom- 
position had set in. Buzzards, 
grim scavengers of the wilds, 
wheeled overhead biding their 
time. 

"Ghastly business,',; Dick com- 
mented. 

Chief Rios looked deathly pale. 
■I've got to get out of here, 
Senor," he seated. "I'm — very 
sick." 

Dick made a cursory exam- 
ination of several of the bodies, 
but found nothing to indicate 
what might have caused death. 
He searched the canon for other 
footsteps than those of the 
slain. There were none. Nor was 
there anything else to give him 
a clue 

"I'm baffled," he told Rios. "If 
you hadn't made so many au- 
topsies, I'd think poison was the 
cause Other than that, there 
might be something to cause 
sudden, intense nerve shock, 
such as violent sound, or fright. 
But I don't think it would kill 
everyone within a certain area." 

Rios was stumbling down , to- 
ward his car, retching as he 
went. Dick couldn't help' ;but 
grin. Bluff old Manuel Rios, jet* 
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ting sick at the sight of a few 
bodies! 

They drove back to Head- 
Quarters, talking little on the 
way. Dick wasn't accustomed to 
such blank walls in his crime 
work. And the chief wasn't feel- 
ing like chatter. 

In his room, Dick suddenly had 
a bright idea. He remembered 
that dead priest's eyes. Yes, he 
had seen eyes like those before. 
But where? Sing Sing prison! 
A condemned felon. 

Clue No. 1. Now to find the 
motive and criminal! 

Dick went downstairs and 
mingled with the crowd. He 
wanted to find out who was who. 
Was there someone among the 
planters who was extremely dis- 
liked or distrusted? Was some- 
one gunning for someone else? 

After a couple of hours of 
cagey Interrogation, Dick picked 
up a lead: A queer duck named 
Kaeberle Von Zell was hated 
by most of the planters for be- 
ing a crank and a thoroughly 
disreputable chap. 

Dick set out for his plantation 
just after midnight. It was five 
miles from town, in a lonely 
region of the San Juan Valley. 

Dick parked his hired car a 
mile from the house and walked 
toward it. The house was dark, 
but walking around to the other- 
side, he discovered a garage with 
the double doors open and a 
light inside. Soon two men came 
out, dressed in unwieldy suits 
of some rubberish material. 
They climbed Into a huge truck 
parked in the drive and started 
off. Dick ran and jumped on 
the back end. 

They drove for hours it seem- 
ed, stopping eventually In a 
wild section of the valley. The 
rough road ran alongside a large 
cane field. 

"They're still working here," 
said the biggest man. whom Dick 
took to be Von Zell. "Well, they 
won't be after today. Knocking 
off a couple of hundred more of 
these apes will really make these 
dumpkopf planters sell out to 
me. Let's get busy!" 

The other man was unwinding 
a cab}e from a big drum on the ; 
truck, and taking its end into 
, the cane field. When he return- 
ed after a half hour, it was rain- 
ing lightly It would rain heavily 
before the night was over. ' 

"All right," said Von Zell. "let's 
get the truck hidden 

They drove oil the road into 
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a thicket, the drum paying out 
the cable. The two men sat in 
the cab. Dick was getting wet 
on his perch, but he was here 
to see the thing through. 

Dawn was streaking the east 
when the rain stopped. The cane 
harvesters would soon b* here 
to begin their day's work. 

Dick knew the score now. It 
was the most diabolical death 
scheme he had ever run into. 
And If he permitted the Ger- 
man to carry out his fiendish 
stunt, he too would be killed. 
He slipped to the ground, got 
his pistol out, and sneaked 
around to the cab. 

"Put 'em up!" he barked. The 
German lunged, but Dick club- 
bed the pistol over his head, and 
he collapsed with a groan. The 
other man jumped from the 
cab and ran into the woods. 

Dick soon had the CJerman 
tied up with ropes, then he piled 
Into the truck and started It up. 
It took him two hours to drive 
to Police Headquarters in the 
city. 

"Here you are, Chief!" he told 
Rios. "One of 'em got away, but 
this lug is the ringleader — and 
he's awake!" 

They got the German Inside 
and began firing questions. First, 
about the strange suit of rub- 
ber he was wearing. Von Zell 
seemed eager to talk. The suit 
was insulated rubber, making 
them safe from the 20,000 volts 
of electricity the generator in 
the truck developed, and which 
they shot Into the cane fields 
over the copper cable they first 
laid. The rain and wet canes 
did the rest, conducting the 
deadly current everywhere with- 
in hundreds of yards of the 
cable. 

"So you electrocuted those 
poor people ! " snarled Rios. 
"Well, Von Zell, your turn is 
coming. We'll give you a dose 
of your own medicine!" 

They found eventually that 
the German wanted everyone 
out of the valley, and the plan- • 
tations in his own possession, 
because he had discovered that 
there was a rich vein of gold 
running entirely through the 
San Juan Valley— but It didn't 
touch his own place. 

Police Chief Manuel Rios shook 
hands with Dick Mace. "I wish 
you'd stay till we turn the 'juice' 
on thisj rat Nazif" he said. 

But Dick had another press- 
ing job awaiting him. 
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tfr/MNST THE POBCES OP 6VIL. 
THE Gf5CAT PETECTIVE ONCE 
MCRf PITS H» NIMBLBW1T... 
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I^ti?HANTOM LACY has matched her trains and 
courage against murderers, saboteurs, erodes, and practically 
every other representative of crime spewed forth from the 
underworld -- but at last she meets a menace in the form 
of four fiends disguised as innocent citirens -- a menace 
calling for her las? ounce of ingenuity to survive.' 
Incase you donf know it, The Phantom lady is really 
Sandra knight, daughter of Senator Knight 



fffRE'S SAhlPRA.WW. 
KeSSING THf DOORSUL 
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ANOKA QUICKLY DUCKS OUTOP SIGHT, 

"Sheds nee ctornes, and emerges 
AS— THE PHANTOM LADY '.'.' 
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''WH-WHAT-? 
WHAT IS IT? 
WHERE DIP 
you COMS-1 
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THIEVES.' TliSV 
TRICKED ME IN -O . 
SIGNING PAH=S-3, 
THEN CHEATtP ME 
OUT OF MY taVcNTION. 1 
MY LIFE'S W02K... 
IS GONE.' 



4W THOMAS BXIMM SBBKi A WAY OUTS . . . 
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/ DID YOU SAV "THOMAS O. GKIMM"? ) 

[ hmmm: that's strange; i'm J 

V. SUBE I SAW THAT NAME r ^ / 
v »— . , IN THIS PAPES.' >* 
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r WHEW.' THAT WAS A \ 
CLOSE CALL.' I'M GLAP J 
i HE DIDN'T SEE / 
^---1 THIS.' ——^-y 








^^~y^?f~p^7 \ 










r-K 




V, 


JH R \ V, 


1 6 






PAGE *1 




PAGE 42 



POLICE COMICS 




mil 




PAGE 64 



POLICE COK^ 




MANHUHTEK auo THOK ass heady TO 
TAxt you on AHOrvse i«tw5 Mysreey 
TKAIl II TO Mtrr issue OF POLICE COMICS 
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Hare's How To Start! 

let me start you earning money, prizes and War Stamps 
right away. It's easy. It** fun. All you have to do Is deliver 
Collier's Magazine (one of the most popular weeklies in 
America) to customers whom you obtain in your own neigh- 
borhood. Will take only a few hours of your spore time 
and will not interfere with school or play. Just fill out the 
coupon or write me a penny post cord to let me know you 
want lo start at once. My address is : Mr. Jim Thayer, 
Dept. 996, The Cra well- Collier Publishing Company, 
Springfield, Ohio. 



HOW would you like to hove a real working model of the famous 
BOEING FLYING FORTRESS! Man alive, it's a honey! You can build 
this plane yourself — then fly it! Think of the thrill you'll get when you 
send her into the blue for the first lime. Can't you see those four pro- 
pellers flashing in the sun as your FLYING FORTRESS heads into the 
wind — climbing higher and higher, then leveling off — headed straight 
for her target? You bet it's a thrill. All parts cut out and ready to 
assemble. Wing span, 32 inches. A reol he-man flying model. 

But that's not all! SEND FOR MY PRIZE BOOK TODAY. It's packed 
from cover to cover with the kind of prizes you've rfilways wanted. A 
wrist watch, woodsman axe, camera and games. A Ash I rig kit, complete 
with rod and reel and all the fixings, ond best of all — War Savings 
Stamps. All these things will come to you as a successful Crowell Junior 
Salesman. Your own business — cash profits, ond many swell prizes. 
5TART TODAY. CUT OUT AND MAIL THE COUPON TODAY. 





Mr. Jim Thayer, Dept. 996 

The Crowell-Coltier Publishing Company 

Springfield, Ohio 




Remarkable Offer I've Made ! 



BETTER than my Hollywood Course Ihot Ihoujc 

poid me $25.00 for. I'll give you every fgndomenlal Powor-Plu. prm- 
I ciplo— VIBRO-PRESSUKt, TONIC RELAXATION, PSYCHO-POWER, 
! RHYTHMIC PROGRESSION. I'll give you the original, specially 

poiod Photo- In struct ion Chart! — thirty-nine of them, each olmosl 

a foot wide ond a tool and a holf long. I'll give you the origino 

BINDER -EASE I lo hold the Char 



JkfterThmMy 

^COURSE 



FREE 


FOR 


PROMPT 


ACTION! 
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rir.li of 5 famous 


Auieular CbaKips. 


Size B * 
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ick actio 
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m FREE' 







Cmwirtil '343, lei BOfomi Enlerprat! 
■ ■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■^ 



TABIE TAIKS * 
and other lubji 

AIM ri* ¥0u U |TpJ™f™ATl'0F U |f. 
only $1.°3. Think ol rKTWtnctO 



ji'.95 FULL PRICE— for EVERYTHING! 

And Here's My MONEY BACK OFFER! 



uoitmon SI. 95 plus poilogi 

pr.f.r, enclose Jl.yi IN FULL, and I'll poy .... , 

JOf IONOMO, 80 WILlOUGHBY STREET, BROOKLYN, 




cJnO^'weoW. ■'""ca.- - 



